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Chapter 6: Part 1: The team waits the night at the 
entrance to the Beyul. 



They were getting to be tired and desperate as the 
shadows of dusk started taking over the valley. The 
mountains surrounding this particular spot were quite 
high and dusk would probably be totally in control much 
before it would take over the Dirapuk or Choku areas, 
thought Sangye. He kept looking for the entrance and 
began to accept the fact that they may not be able to spot 
it in time before the darkness would prevent any further 
discovery. At a gesture from him, and knowing what he 
would be thinking, Yeshe and Norbu accompanied him 
to the animals and began to unload the supplies. 

They would have to establish a shelter fast enough 
before it would be too cold to move around. There was 
sufficient shelter here to take support from the rock 
walls and the huge boulders that had fallen close enough. 
The shelter could come up within the spaces between the 
rock walls and the boulders and could also allow for the 
animals to rest inside. Dawa began to collect dry twigs, 
branches and material to get a fire going inside the group 
of boulders that they had chosen. The mastiffs were 
moving around quietly and seemed to be glad that a 
campfire was finally lit up. 

They sat around the fire, having placed the animals deep 
within the hideout. Yeshe and Norbu had cut down some 
long poles and branches and had made a make-do shed. 
It made for quite a comfortable cave-like shed and they 
would need it, Sangye told Dawa, for the night in this 
higher valley looked like it would be fiercer than the 
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Dirapuk area. They had walked out from the monastery 
for only about four hours and yet, it seemed like they 
had been climbing steadily, though they were in the floor 
of the valley. 

Dawa looked up at the narrow distance between the 
walls of the valley at the location of the fallen boulders. 
He pointed out the gap at the top and said, "Old man 
from Qinhai, do look at that narrow valley that is 
blocked out by these boulders. This is indeed a strange 
valley. We have climbed quite a bit, and if these 
boulders have come down this valley, they could have 
spread out for quite a distance. We are only at the 
entrance. What if we do manage to get inside these 
boulders through any entrance? What if we get trapped 
within these maze of boulders?" 

Yeshe and Norbu heard Dawa but did not respond. They 
were busy cooking dinner for everyone and were also 
separating the food supplies for the yaks and horses and 
the mastiffs. Sangye patted Bzanba, his favourite mastiff 
over the many years that he had been coming to the 
valley of the Rang Renpoche mountain, and replied, 
"Old man Dawa, I know. I have also been thinking of 
the same problem. It can be quite terrifying if we get 
stuck inside the maze and we are unable to get out of it 
before a rainstorm or a snowstorm hits us. The size of 
these boulders worries me. There may be larger ones 
behind them." 

"Larger boulders may not be a problem. They may 
provide space between them for us to walk through. 
What if there is a pile up and some boulders may have 
crashed through. We should be careful before we enter 
this area. We should scout ahead, and locate open land 
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or caves before we enter. We should keep the return 
passage open for fast movement to get back to Dirapuk," 
said Dawa, accepting the bowls of Tsampa and noodles. 
They could afford to indulge in eating well, for Norbu 
would travel to Dirapuk tomorrow and return with more 
people, supplies and animals. 

Sangye added, "There must be some very distinct way. 
How could large animals such as the wild yaks have 
walked through? They are not known to climb sheer 
rock. I have seen some animals on steep slopes, but have 
never heard of them hopping from rock to rock. The 
passage could be narrow, and the yaks may have walked 
through in a single line. But they would have known 
about it. We do not know if the yaks returned to this 
valley. They could do so tonight. Remember, that 
wolves accompanied the herd of those wild yaks. The 
wolves could return earlier." 

Norbu looked up worried at the thought. What if the 
wolves entered this camp hideout of theirs? He would be 
safer if he slept nearer to the yaks and the mastiffs. The 
yaks could frighten of the wolves. He thought back to 
the story that he had heard from Brother Tameng and old 
man Dawa and the manner of behaviour of the wolves. 
Would he indeed be safe in this hideout? He thought 
back to his worries earlier in the evening. They seemed 
to be headed into a trap, with this valley that looked like 
a box filled up with stones. 

Norbu placed his sleeping bag near his yaks, and 
accompanied by his mastiff, and made sure that they 
would be comfortable for the night. He had kept the 
huge tarpaulin sheet nearby to be ready if there would be 
a rainstorm or a snowstorm in the night, and he could 
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cover up with his yaks and his mastiff. The other two 
yaks and Kangryi, the mastiff, had snuggled up against a 
rock wall that had been made warm with the cut-up 
bushes and brushwood that Yeshe had lined up. Dawa 
had set up three small campfires inside the hideout and 
had placed a pile of stone pebbles and small rocks within 
them to keep warm if the fires were to go down. 

He was moving around, fire-to-fire, and adding dry 
wood and twigs and stoking them to make sure that the 
night in the hideout would be warm enough for the 
animals. He could sleep for short periods of time and 
could also wake up in a completely alert manner at the 
faintest disturbance. Norbu sat up and watched Dawa 
nearby, intent on relaxing at the fire, and said, "Old man 
Dawa, you are wise and you know this valley well. I 
have never stepped away from the kora around the Rang 
Renpoche Mountain or the big lakes. I look at you for 
guidance. But, I have one question that has been 
bothering me since the evening." 

Dawa and Sangye looked at Norbu, not surprised that the 
young boy was worried. This could happen to anybody. 
These mountains did that to many. You could go around 
these regions like you had the toughest personality, the 
best courage and strongest will, and suddenly, you could 
be hit by worries and panic. It had happened to both, 
Dawa and Sangye, in many a camping trip. You could 
get frightened, having to stay trapped inside your tent or 
inside a dark cave, through the night. People around the 
world did not know the colour of darkness, Sangye often 
said to Yeshe, until they came to the upper Himalayas in 
Tibet, and looked at the night without any lights or fire. 
There could be no darker colour of black than the colour 
of night in these mountains. 
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"Stay in peace, boy, for you are with good friends in 
these mountains," said Sangye, "Old man Dawa and I, 
we have many years of travel, camping and wandering 
about in these mountains. We know that it could get 
frightening to move into the higher areas, suddenly, 
without planning or discussing the trek forward. We do 
not know where we go. Perhaps, no man has ever 
entered this valley. Tomorrow you will turn back to 
Dirapuk and return with more people, supplies and food 
and animals. It will get better and better." 

Norbu nodded thankfully, and bowed, showing his 
gratitude, and said, "I thank you, for you are both well 
acquainted with these mountains. I am worried for 
another reason. We search for the path of the herd of the 
large wild yaks and we think that these animals came 
down from this valley. I have another question. What if 
these wild yaks walked up this valley, wanting to enter 
the region beyond, and came to this very same rock wall 
and stopped? What if they returned from this spot, 
unable to enter, in the rainstorm during the night? What 
if they went from here to go through Dirapuk and then 
walked through the Lhachu valley? What if they came 
from a different place, from a valley someplace else?" 

Sangye looked at the young boy with new respect. This 
fellow was a thinker, no doubt. He wished that his 
grandson, Yeshe, would also use his brains like this 
young boy or like the courageous young monk from 
Choku. The old nomad from Qinhai replied, "Young 
man, you are correct. It could be possible. Anything is 
possible in this valley. We do not know. What we now 
know is that there is this valley that is unknown. The 
herd of large wild yaks was unknown. The aspect of 
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wild wolves accompanying wild yaks in a rainstorm was 
unknown. There is only one known fact. The fact that 
the tracks of the wild yaks were seen only on the trail 
leading away from this valley is the only known aspect." 

"Let us enter this valley. Let us explore the unknown," 
said Sangye, and added, "We have nothing else to do in 
our lives, me and old man Dawa. The kind Kang 
Renpoche Mountain has blessed us with this mystery, 
and allowed us to pursue it. Who knows what will 
happen? The wild yaks may not have come from here. 
But, an unknown valley is out there, waiting for us to 
enter it." 
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Chapter 6: Part 2: Brother Tameng decides to join 
the Beyul team. 



"Would Dharmakaya Amitabha Buddha show the 
direction? Would there be a sign? Would there be an 
indication of what was to be done by him in this strange 
turn of events? Was this why he had joined the 
monastery? Was there some purpose in his life that was 
to be revealed now?" wondered Brother Tameng. He sat, 
quietly in meditation, thinking within himself, trying to 
clear his mind, trying to focus on the most revered 
Amitabha Buddha, trying to absorb the vibrations of this 
magical land of the Thousand Living Buddhas. 

Master Rinchen and the younger monk watched him 
quietly. They sat patiently, nearby, away, to a corner, out 
of his line of sight, so as to allow him to come to a 
decision by himself. This was a difficult moment, Master 
Rinchen thought to himself. He could guess the dilemma 
inside Brother Tameng' s mind. The young boy was a 
dedicated monk and had come over totally inside the 
realm of searching for knowledge and truth, as would be 
shown to him by his own efforts. He had to make this 
decision and he had to be able to carry the courage of 
what he would determine. 

Brother Tameng sat in meditation. He tried to blank out 
everything from his mind. He removed event upon 
event, out of mind, one after the other. He removed the 
thoughts of the rainstorm. He searched for the images he 
had of the twelve pilgrims that had sat out there in the 
circle of stones. He searched for a definite set of images 
inside his mind, and removed them. He blanked them 
out. His breathing began to get more even and his face 
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looked calmer to Master Rinchen. The yak boys and 
horse boys who had gone together to accompany Brother 
Tameng came inside the prayer hall and sat quietly, 
watching him. They knew there was some special prayer 
going on. 

He continued to search for other images and kept 
removing them. The herd of large wild yaks, the strange 
behaviour of the wolves accompanying them, the 
fearless manner in which the twelve pilgrims stood up, 
facing the wild yaks and the sudden hailstorm. These 
images were all sought out, one after the other, and 
removed from his mind. Brother Tameng knew well 
within himself, that if as Master Rinchen suggested, that 
this was a sacred and mysterious Beyul, then it was a 
sacred mission for him and the team that would explore 
it. He wanted to be prepared for the survey and the 
journey, physically and spiritually. 

A group of Russian pilgrims, trekking through the route 
from Darchen to Tarboche to Choku had come inside the 
prayer hall. The two pilgrim guides who were to 
accompany Brother Tameng gestured to the Russians to 
stay quiet and to make themselves comfortable in a 
farther corner of the prayer hall. The pilgrims complied 
dutifully and went to the farthest corner and sat down, 
waiting for a signal to allow them to unpack. One of the 
yak boys went outside, picked up two jars of water and 
placed it near the Russians and gestured that it was safe 
for drinking. 

Brother Tameng was sitting straight up, still, silent. He 
did not seem to be in any sort of trance, but could be 
seen to be very calm, peaceful and content. He had 
achieved a sort of a blank space in his mind, when he 
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saw nothing, thought of nothing and contemplated 
nothing. He did not even think of the Dharmakaya 
Amitabha Buddha, and did not think of the valley of the 
Kang Renpoche Mountain or the mysterious valley. He 
was in a position of absolute non-being, if there could be 
such a term, and was just waiting. He knew that he 
would be told in some manner. He was waiting, but also, 
his mind was not waiting. 

This is a difficult concept to explain. You have to be 
there and you have to know how to achieve this stage in 
meditation. There is no one who can teach you to reach 
that exact point and there is no book or theory that helps 
explain how to do it. You are only told that you can 
reach such and such point of nothingness in meditation, 
and you need to keep trying and trying and trying. 

Brother Tameng had spent years in meditation and so 
had Master Rinchen. They had never come to a situation 
where they could claim that they had achieved a stage of 
total nothingness. The paradox, of course, is that when 
you are at that stage, you know that you have achieved 
something that cannot be shown off to others. Brother 
Tameng was now at that point in his meditation, wherein 
he had kept on removing image after image of the 
situations that had occurred during the night and day, 
and now he could search for directions without allowing 
them to decide it for him. 

He understood what he had to do. He had to go to the 
mysterious valley, and join the team that had gone 
ahead. He had left behind the aspect of the twelve 
pilgrims, the circle of stones, the wild yaks, the wolves 
and the hailstorm. These would not be the reasons for 
which he would enter the Beyul. He would go to the 
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mysterious valley, because, just because, it existed. 
There was the valley, north of Dirapuk, and people had 
not entered it. It could be a sacred Beyul, and Master 
Rinchen and the monks of the other monasteries in this 
region would begin a search for any documents, records 
or parchments that may turn up. But, he would not wait 
for any information. 

In the absence of any expectation, and in the absence of 
any dual purpose of trying to seek reasons for the turn of 
events, Brother Tameng knew that he would be ready to 
accept any situation that he would see, and he would not 
avoid any chain of events that may develop because he 
had been taught differently, or that the world had known 
of only a particular aspect or logic. He would not see it 
as being illogical, irrational, impossible or non-spiritual. 
This would be a Beyul that he would have to accept, as it 
would reveal itself. 

Brother Tameng came out of his meditation and looked 
up at the Dharmakaya Amitabha Buddha and hummed a 
slow prayer. Master Rinchen and the younger monk 
came near and sat alongside. The yak boys and the horse 
boys and the pilgrim guides sat respectfully behind 
them, at some distance. Master Rinchen led the prayers, 
humming slowly, turning his prayer wheel, and 
gesturing to the younger monk to use his chanting beads. 
The prayer continued until the entire string of beads was 
turned and the younger monk stopped at the master bead. 
He waited at the master bead, his thumb and his middle 
finger, grasping it, while his forefinger was kept away, 
in a gesture that made sure that it did not touch the 
chanting beads. 
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Master Rinchen nodded, and told Brother Tameng, "It is 
time, my brother, it is time for you to go. Take your 
team, the animals and take this prayer wheel and my 
chanting beads with you. My blessings and prayers will 
go with you. Every day and every moment, we will pray 
for you here. Our thoughts will be with you. Do not 
hesitate to send messages and information back with 
these boys and do not hesitate to ask us for anything that 
you would need. We may be monks and this may be a 
monastery and this may be the most remote place in the 
world, but we can get things done. You know that. It is 
His Way, and He will most definitely send His helpers 
here to show us the way from time to time." 

Brother Tameng looked at the team that had assembled. 
The two old pilgrim guides smiled at him with affection. 
They knew him from many years and they knew the old 
man Dawa. Where the old man would go, there would be 
adventure and they did not want to be left out of it. The 
rest of their lives were routine, and Brother Tameng had 
just now invited them to go into what was totally 
uncertain and to unknown regions. This was their life. 
They wanted to go with him. The three horse-boys and 
the three yak-boys went out to get the animals ready. 
The equipment had already been packed up and was to 
be tied onto the yaks. 

They were to take six yaks and six horses with them. 
Everyone would ride up, with Brother Tameng, the 
pilgrim guides and the horse boys on the six horses. The 
yak boys had divided up the supplies, tents and other 
equipment in such a manner that three yaks had lighter 
loads and they could ride them. Brother Tameng bowed 
low in front of the Amitabha Buddha, hugged the 
younger monk and sought Master Rinchen' s blessings. 
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The Russian pilgrims watched quietly. They came out of 
the prayer hall and looked at the number of animals 
loaded up and the team assembling to move out. This 
would be some expedition, said one of the Russians. 

Master Rinchen and Brother Tameng did not give any 
hint that they had understood what he said, for they 
knew the language quite well. The team began to move 
out of the Choku monastery with Brother Tameng 
placing himself in the center, so that he could allow his 
horse to move ahead by itself, by following the lead of 
the other horses. He was beginning to get tired and 
exhausted now, and he did not want to take the trouble 
of having to stay alert, up front, on the Kailash trail. This 
was certainly a magical land, he thought, this strange 
mystery that nobody could or would walk up the Kang 
Renpoche and now, this turn of events. He looked at the 
Choku monastery, and waved to Master Rinchen and 
looked at the peak of the Kang Renpoche and sought its 
blessing. 
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Chapter 6: Part 3: Dirapuk Monk meets with 
Brother Tameng. 



They reached Dirapuk early, with the horses and yaks 
being able to walk at the same speed because of the 
water streams and marsh that had begun to collect 
through the valley. The higher slopes must have 
collected most of the waters of the rainstorm and the 
streams had begun to flow through to the valley. It was 
difficult riding the animals through the slush, rocks and 
deepening streams. The sun was not to be seen from the 
valley but the peaks could be seen reflecting the 
sunlight. The team rode to the Dirapuk monastery and 
alighted at the gates. 

The monks from the monastery had seen the team 
approaching and were at the gate to receive them. The 
monk from the Dirapuk monastery welcomed Brother 
Tameng and accompanied him to the prayer hall. The 
team rode ahead to Yeshe's parent's eatery and made the 
yaks and horses comfortable in the sheds. Yeshe's 
parents welcomed the pilgrim guides, yak boys and 
horse boys and invited them to eat and rest. Hot soup 
was ready and the boys were happy, for it was getting 
colder as the evening began to fade away into the night. 

Brother Tameng met the other monks within the 
monastery and sat with them for dinner. Yeshe's parents 
had sent across an enormous platter of food and this was 
shared with the pilgrim groups who had taken shelter in 
the monastery for the night. The pilgrims wondered 
about the occasion but welcomed the food. The monks 
sat near the windows and discussed the situation. The 
monk from the Dirapuk monastery introduced the other 
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monks to Brother Tameng and the group sat together 
quietly in prayer. After a while, the senior monk 
gestured with his prayer wheel to permit discussion 
within the group. 

"This is a strange point of our lives, when we do not 
know what we have set out to achieve. We know that 
some mysterious events have occurred in our valley, but 
we do not know what we are supposed to learn from 
them," said Brother Tameng, "We are here in the 
monasteries in the valley of the Kang Renpoche 
Mountain, on the path to seek knowledge. There are 
some windows that have been opened to allow us an 
extremely brief view of the magic and mystery of this 
valley. Should we seek this knowledge by going out in 
search of it, or should we wait in our prayer halls, 
hoping that these events would come in search of us, and 
drown us with knowledge?" 

The monks at the Dirapuk monastery smiled at this very 
obvious naivete challenge by Brother Tameng to get 
them excited. The senior monk laughed loudly, for he 
was of a very boisterous nature, unlike the monk who 
had gone out to meet Sangye and Yeshe on the earlier 
day. The senior monk turned his prayer wheel four 
times, and bowed in the direction of the Kang Renpoche 
Mountain, and said, "Brother Tameng, you are a good 
man. You do not need to convince us. We are going to 
give you strength in your search. We have come here to 
the valley of the Kang Renpoche, and we have come 
here in search of the knowledge that would meet us." 

The younger monk of the Dirapuk Monastery, he who 
had gone to meet Sangye and Brother Tameng, said, 
"Thank you, Master. We could have sat back in our 
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houses and villages, wherever we were, with our 
families, and without forsaking our lives, as we knew 
them. We are here today. There must be a reason. We 
have to accept the events without sentiment and without 
emotion. They have happened, and they have happened 
here. Brother Tameng is to be complimented in allowing 
these windows, as he calls them, to open. If he had not 
been curious, we would never have known about them. 
Now that this has occurred, we need to take this 
forward." 

Brother Tameng bowed, to convey his gratitude at the 
affection and friendship that the monks from the Dirapuk 
monastery has provided, and said, "Brothers, Master, I 
thank you. We have resources that most pilgrims who 
visit here do not possess. These pilgrims whom you see, 
taking rest in our prayer halls every day, they come here 
on a journey that is once in their lifetimes. We stay here, 
and for us this valley is not a place to be visited, to take 
photographs, and to return to tell neighbours, relatives 
and friends about our journeys. This is our life. One 
team has already entered the valley. The two old men, 
Dawa and Sangye, are the best trailsmen in this valley of 
the Rang Renpoche. There is none better than them. We 
need to allow them to lead us inside the valley and we 
need to provide them help and support and resources." 

The younger monk of the Dirapuk Monastery looked at 
the senior monk, bowed, and said, "Brother Tameng, we 
agree. We had discussed the issue within our monastery 
and our Master consulted with the old records that we 
possess. There is no mention of this particular valley 
where Sangye has led the team to search for the herd of 
large wild yaks. The Master also told me that he has 
never heard of any story or gossip or mention about such 
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a herd of large wild yaks in the valley of the Kang 
Renpoche. But, that was a very rapid search of the few 
documents that were consulted by the Master within the 
monastery." 

The senior monk placed his hand on the several ancient 
volumes that had been stacked nearby, and said, "What 
we do not see in these books may not be labeled as non- 
existent. It only means that these events are written 
within these books. While you would enter the valley 
with Sangye, we will send our messages and enquiries to 
the other monasteries about our search for the 
mysterious Beyul. We will not include mention about the 
herd of large wild yaks. We do not want more tourists to 
flood this sacred valley." 

The younger monk nodded, and spoke to Brother 
Tameng, "What if the wild yaks were sacred spirits? We 
do not want them to be harassed or chased by tourists or 
crazy hunters who would come down from the Han 
regions. We hear stories of mountain goats being hunted, 
and we hear horrible stories of yak herds being chased 
by hunters on powerful vehicles. This is not the Tibet 
that we knew of earlier years. You spoke of the strange 
behaviour of the wolves. How could that be possible of 
the wolves that we know in these regions?" 

"We know of the closely held relationships of the 
ancients, of the sacred spirits with the animals in these 
regions. The Hindus believe that their Lord Shiva rides a 
white bull, Nandi, when he leaves the sacred mountain 
and visits other places. The Thousand Buddhas came to 
this valley with their Mastiff dogs. Are these stories 
true? Has anyone seen the white bull of Shiva?" asked 
the younger monk, "But, as the Master says, just because 
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we have not seen the white bull, and because others have 
not seen the white bull, how can we say that it does not 
exist?" 

"We think that, Brother Tameng, what you were shown, 
of the herd of wild yaks, wolves and the mysterious 
pilgrims, is to let us know that some secrets do exist and 
they can be contacted. We can see them. We can search 
for answers to some of the mysteries of the Kailash, of 
the Sumeru, of the Rang Renpoche, and we should go 
out in search of them. But, the Master has sought 
caution, for the spirit of adventure is not to drown the 
cause that we are here for, that is to go out into the 
valley, into the Beyul, only, only, only in search of 
knowledge." 

The senior monk nodded in agreement, and sat quietly in 
prayer, turning his prayer wheel. The other monks 
waited, in respect, with Brother Tameng. There was 
much to think about, for what they were to seek and 
search, was about a set of events that they were not 
acquainted with. The younger monk waited for the 
Master, and when the prayer wheel stopped, said, 
"Brother Tameng, it is with concern and respect that we 
should enter the Beyul. The reason we emphasise this 
need for respect is because the entrance to the valley is 
near the Dirapuk monastery. We support you." 

Brother Tameng nodded in agreement, and replied, "I 
thank you, my brothers, Master, and in homage to the 
Most Enlightened One, for it is the search that is more 
important than the result. We do not know what is to 
happen, and what is it that we would discover. I saw 
what I saw. I can never forget it. Old man Dawa was 
more excited about the opportunity to enter the Beyul. 
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That is understandable. For, Dawa and Sangye are the 
best in this region. This is why I want to join them. For I 
want to be sure that we focus on the search for the 
unknown. I do not want the two old men to convert the 
search into a hunting journey. An unexplored valley is 
sure to be filled with animals that would not shy away 
from humans." 

The younger monk smiled at the reference to Sangye' s 
enthusiasm for the hunt, since he knew him from the 
past few years, and said, "I agree with you, Brother 
Tameng. I will accompany you into the Beyul. We have 
discussed about it in the monastery. My senior brothers 
have agreed that I should join you. This could be our 
Beyul. Our elders may inform us later that we were 
supposed to guard the entrance. We will go together, 
Brother Tameng, and we will see what we will see." 
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Chapter 6: Part 4: Bro. Tameng and Dirapuk Monk 
join the Beyul team 



The team started from the Dirapuk monastery in the dark 
of the dawn. The early rays of the sun were brilliantly 
bouncing from the higher peaks of the mountains. The 
Kang Renpoche Mountain was in silhouette and looked 
as if it was night on one side of the peak, while the other 
side, the one that they could not see, was past its dawn 
hours. They had planned to travel early and fast, and 
meet up with Sangye and Dawa at their camping place 
inside the mysterious valley. The Master of the Dirapuk 
monastery had felt that the Beyul team may find it 
difficult to start early since they were inside a valley 
surrounded by steeper and higher mountains, and dawn 
would establish itself at least two hours later in there. 

Yeshe's parents had not slept at all through the night. 
They had been busy putting together supplies, including 
food items and packing them up in waterproof bags. The 
yak boys and the horse boys had moved the animals 
inside the sheds and were able to get the bags all loaded 
up in time. The two old pilgrim guides, Katishe and 
Satawa, were moving around, checking all the supplies, 
animals and talking to Yeshe's parents. Brother Tameng 
and the monk from Dirapuk monastery walked up to the 
eatery. One of the helper ladies fetched them bowls of 
hot soup and noodles. The monks bowed to show 
gratitude and sat near the stove and welcomed the 
warmth. 

It would be cold out there, thought Brother Tameng, and 
really cold, much worse than the times in the Choku 
monastery in winter. Would they survive and did they 



19 



have enough supplies, he wondered. Sangye, Dawa, 
Katishe and Satawa were tough trailsmen, and they were 
very familiar with the planning that was required to go 
into the high valleys. It would be foolish to make 
mistakes by trying to be heroic or adventurous. These 
experts would know that and they would certainly not 
allow anyone to lead them into an accident. 

They began to walk up the slope behind the eatery. The 
yaks were walking ahead with the supplies, while the 
horses were coming up behind the monks. Katishe and 
Satawa were walking up far ahead of the yaks to search 
the trail. There was no light to make out anything on the 
path, but the old trailsmen were looking out for sign of 
Sangye's team and trying to understand and get a feel for 
the path ahead. They began to look around at the amount 
of boulders on the slope and on the streambed and were 
getting worried. 

Brother Tameng and the monk from Dirapuk caught up 
with the trailsmen and understood the problem. It was 
quite obvious. The size of the boulders was getting 
larger and the distance between the mountain slopes 
towards the entrance to the valley was getting narrower. 
Did Sangye and his team actually get into the valley 
yesterday? Was there a clear path through these boulders 
and into the valley? It did not seem likely. The early 
hours on the trail and the good spirits of the yaks and 
horses allowed the team to move fast through the narrow 
paths that did exist and they reached the blocked passage 
within two hours. 

Sangye was sitting at a shelter near the valley walls. He 
waved to them, happily, and his two mastiffs came 
running out and started barking. The dogs also seemed to 
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be happy at the sight of more people and animals. It 
must have been tough out here through the night, 
thought Brother Tameng. Dawa walked out of the shelter 
and hugged the two old trailsmen. They knew one 
another from many years in the valley of the Kang 
Renpoche Mountain, and were always happy to meet up 
in the mountains. 

Yeshe and Norbu met Brother Tameng and started 
talking excitedly. They were in a hurry to explain the 
predicament that had been encountered. The team could 
not enter the valley. These boulders had blocked the 
entire entrance to the Beyul. How could the herd of the 
large wild yaks have come through this path? Even the 
mastiff dogs could not enter. How could the larger yaks 
have come out of the valley? Perhaps, this was the 
wrong path. Perhaps, the wild yaks had not come 
through this path. Perhaps, this Beyul was not to be 
entered? The monk from the Dirapuk monastery sat 
inside the shelter and waited for the young boys to stop 
talking. The three mastiff dogs came to sit near him. 
They knew him from Dirapuk and were friendly with 
him and the other monks from the monastery. 

It was getting colder in the valley. Katishe and Satawa 
moved the animals inside the shelter and deeper within 
the spaces amongst the large boulders. The boys began 
to cut up and collect more branches and stuff to pack the 
small openings and to start small fires inside the shelters. 
Brother Tameng, the monk from Dirapuk monastery, 
Sangye, Dawa, Katishe and Satawa sat under the small 
rock-cave made by two large boulders and the mountain 
walls. The boys sat nearer the entrance and watched the 
fog collecting outside. 
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Sangye asked Norbu to repeat his doubts about the wild 
yaks in the valley. Brother Tameng and the monk from 
Dirapuk heard him patiently. Dawa knew that it was not 
his time to offer his advice or suggest alternatives. The 
animals sat quietly deep within, while the mastiffs sat 
nearer a small fire and made themselves comfortable. 
Yeshe went about adding one yak dung-cake on to each 
fire to allow for the flames to give off better warmth. 
The fog outside the shelter was getting to be fiercer and 
it seemed like it would drizzle very soon. 

The monk from Dirapuk monastery spoke to the group, 
"My brothers, please do remember the mission that we 
are on. Please remember that Brother Tameng saw what 
has not been seen in this valley at any time before. We 
are here at the entrance to this valley because we want to 
enter it. We will enter this valley and we will not stop at 
any barrier. If we are not able to enter it, then it only 
proves the fact that this valley could indeed be one of the 
sacred and lost Beyuls of Guru Rinpoche. Where else 
could such a valley be found? Other than the closest 
upper valleys near the Rang Renpoche Mountain, of 
course." 

Brother Tameng nodded in appreciation, and said, "My 
brother, you do say it correctly. Where else could it be? 
And if we are not able to enter it in the normal course, it 
does prove that it could be a sacred valley that has an 
entrance that needs to be opened. Who are we to enter it 
without permission of Guru Rinpoche? Are we 
permitted? We need to find out. We need to seek the 
permission of the Most Enlightened One and we need to 
seek guidance from Guru Rinpoche, for it was he who 
knew the mysteries and secret pathways of knowledge, 
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land and its relationship with nature, and the manner of 
residence of the gods and sacred spirits of this place." 

"Look at the fog out there. Look at the boulders on the 
hill stream. Look at the manner in which these boulders 
block the valley. Humans have never crossed this place 
in recent years. There must be a reason for it. Let us pray 
to seek blessings. Let us pray to seek permission. Let us 
seek the grace of Guru Rinpoche and let us seek to find 
the entrance with humility, with bowed heads, and with 
a very sincere attitude that lets this land know that we 
enter here for knowledge only." 

Dawa nodded in agreement. He knew Brother Tameng 
and knew that the young monk had a more wiser and 
blessed spirit than those who knew these mountains for 
longer. Master Rinchen had advised the old man Dawa 
to allow the young monk to have his way, and prevent 
him from committing to any foolish adventure only if it 
seemed to be dangerous. Sangye gestured for Norbu and 
Yeshe to join the seniors in prayer. The boys at the 
entrance to the shelter pushed tarpaulin sheets across the 
opening of the shelter to keep the fog out and joined the 
prayer group. 

The monk from Dirapuk monastery turned his prayer 
wheel and sat quietly, focusing his mind on the boulders 
outside the shelter. Brother Tameng grasped his prayer 
beads and pressed them against his chest and closed his 
eyes to meditate. Norbu sat impatiently, watching the 
group sitting quietly, but started the prayers that he was 
familiar with. He knew it would not be in good 
behaviour to avoid prayers when two monks were sitting 
within the group and were in sincere prayer. He may end 
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up attracting any evil spirits wandering around, he 
thought. 

Brother Tameng sprinkled some sacred powder up in the 
air above the fire and returned to his meditation. He kept 
moving the images of the boulders and the valley and the 
high mountain walls, the fog, the drizzle and the high 
peaks within his mind. There had to be a way. He pulled 
at the image of the Kang Renpoche Mountain, the image 
of Guru Rinpoche, the images of the Buddhas, the 
Amitabha Buddha, the Sakyamuni himself, 
Avalokiteswara, and moved these images with the 
images of the boulders and the blocked up valley. There 
had to be a blessing from Guru Rinpoche, and he 
requested him to permit the group to enter the 
mysterious Beyul. 



24 



Chapter 6: Part 5: The Beyul team discovers the 
entrance to the valley 



The prayers continued. Brother Tameng and the monk 
from Dirapuk were concentrating all their efforts to 
search for answers deep within their mind. Sangye, 
Dawa, Katishe and Satawa completed the inner circle 
with the two monks around the prayer books that had 
been assembled near the fire. Norbu and Yeshe sat 
outside the circle, while the yak boys and the horse boys 
sat at a distance. Suddenly, Sangye started rocking to 
and fro, and started humming loudly, and sat up straight 
on his knees. He brought his hands to his ears and began 
to humm in two syllables, repeating the words that 
sounded like 'ki' and 'cha', again and again and again. 

Brother Tameng and the monk from Dirapuk looked up 
startled. It seemed as if the spirits of the valley had 
entered the old man Sangye, and it seemed as if someone 
else was reciting the humming. Someone, who did not 
sound like Sangye at all, but sounded more like it was a 
woman. The drizzle of rain outside the shelter had 
stopped, and the fog had lifted, as if magically, like it 
had just been wiped out from a painting where it had 
existed for thousands of years. The old man Sangye 
stood up and walked out of the shelter, with the others 
following him quietly. 

For Dawa, Katishe and Satawa, it looked like nothing 
was wrong or out of the normal. They were used to such 
divinations of the spirits of the mountains speaking 
through one of their own. The monks had heard about 
such events, but had never seen one directly. They did 
not seem too surprised, but were looking on respectfully, 
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worried, since they did not know how were they to react. 
They remembered the advice given to them by their 
Masters, that they should accept whatever that would 
happen out here, and were not to question any 
development. 

The rocks seemed to be resonating from the sound of the 
drizzle of rain that had just gone by, and it sounded as if 
the large boulders were trembling. The sky above was 
clear, totally without any clouds. The old man Sangye 
came to stand in front of a huge mass of extremely large 
boulders and seemed to be crying out his humming 
sounds and was quivering in a gentle shake of his body. 
Yeshe looked on at his grandfather, in what was totally 
unknown to him before, and wondered if he was to 
worry about him or to stay courageous in his belief that 
the old man could do no wrong. 

Sangye began to humm out the word 'ki' loudly, and 
stopped reciting the word 'cha'. The sound of his 
humming began to echo out through the boulders, and 
the word began to be proclaimed thousands of times, 
again and again, causing the aspect that the boulders 
were trembling with extremely clear sound of the word 
'ki'. The skies above were suddenly filled with white 
clouds and surprisingly, from within these clouds, one 
dark gale-clad cloud dropped lower into the valley. It 
started raining heavily through the boulder area, and the 
place became dark and seemed like night had taken over 
the day by force. 

The group could see the other white clouds above the 
gale-cloud. A flash of lightning seemed to come out of 
the dark cloud, but did not strike down, and rather, it 
hissed out as a straight beam of light, with extremely 
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loud and clear thunder, going away into the valley 
inside. Brother Tameng and Dawa, standing next to each 
other, trembled at the sight of the lightning, racing deep 
inside the valley. The thunder started resonating through 
the boulders in waves that multiplied upon themselves, 
thousands of times. All this time, old man Sangye stood 
near the large boulders, quivering, and humming. 

The rain stopped as suddenly as it had started. Thin 
white clouds began to descend down the valley and a 
very gentle breeze began to come through the boulders. 
The valley continued to be in darkness, and yet, as if by 
magic, light came out through two boulders, curving out 
like a crown of diamonds on black stone that would 
never have reflected any form of light. These rays of 
light were coming through the valley and were being 
reflected off some strange form of mineral that seemed 
to cover the inner sides of the boulders. Sangye stopped 
humming, and pointed, and said in Tibetan, in a dialect 
that was very ancient, "There, you see what did not exist 
before. It exists now. There, you see what we saw, and 
yet we did not see. The very best of warriors of very 
nature created by the sacred spirits of this valley, the 
most peaceful warrior of all, peaceful white light. The 
sacred spirits show us the entrance, the manner in which 
the light is shown, we will enter." 

The old man Sangye crouched low, and stretched his 
arms, in the manner of a vulture, and said, "It is here, 
that we see what we could not see from the ground. It is 
in the manner of the grey vulture, that we should see 
from a distance. There is a trail here, and it curves inside 
these boulders, back and forth, like the lotus would have 
its petals, we would need to enter from here, and walk 
through the maze. See the light that shines upon these 
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ancient minerals on the rocks. These are from the sea 
that covered this ancient land much before the 
Dharmakaya Amitabha Buddha. It is so said to me in my 
mind, and I do not know how. Let us make haste." 

The monk from the Dirapuk monastery took control and 
said, "I will stay here, at the shelter, and will keep Norbu 
and two boys and their animals with me. One of the boys 
will go with you for some distance, but send him back 
with something to mark the way back. We will get more 
help here, and my brothers will come here, and we will 
pray here. This is indeed a sacred place, for the manner 
in which we are permitted to enter, through the very 
signs of the sacred spirits, it is clear. We need to be 
respectful in what we do." 

Old man Dawa nodded in agreement and gestured for the 
team to get ready and start to move through the entrance. 
Sangye, Katishe and Brother Tameng had started 
walking inside the space of the trail between the 
boulders. It seemed to be quite comfortably wide, and it 
was well used, judging by the smooth passage that it 
provided. They had not been able to discover it 
yesterday, when they had arrived in good daylight. It 
was the lightning and the contrast of the rainstorm with 
the clear clouds elsewhere, that showed up the entrance. 
Brother Tameng realized that the light had hit the 
fossilized layers on the inner side of the boulders, fossils 
that looked like they were seashells. The light had been 
reflected from the fossils as if it had hit against a small- 
enclosed room with a million mirrors. 

Yeshe and Satawa rushed around inside the shelter 
getting the animals loaded up and entered the space 
between the boulders. It was miraculously comfortable 
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entering the space and it seemed quite silly now that they 
had not spotted such an opening on the day before. They 
should have seen it. They had been misled by the play of 
shadows and dark corners between the boulders and had 
not been able to realize that there would be adequate 
space for them to pass through with the heavily laden 
animals. It was a very comfortable path, as they could 
see, and they made good progress and met Katishe who 
gestured for them to stop. 

Brother Tameng and Sangye were standing in front of a 
ledge within one of the boulders, and they seemed to be 
praying. There was a painting, about ten inches by ten 
inches, inside the ledge, and it showed an image of that 
of a very ancient god-like person. He seemed to have 
been a warrior, judging by the dress that he had worn, 
and his kingly moustache. He was smiling and his face 
was radiant. He was a very strong and tall person, 
Brother Tameng thought. The person was shown sitting 
on a mountain summit, crouched, as if he would launch 
himself into the valley and would comfortably fly over 
it. The person seemed to have been blue in colour. 
Behind him, there was a cloth banner in white and the 
painting at this spot was quite damaged. 

"He must have been the guardian spirit of the Beyul. I 
have never seen such an image. There is none like him in 
all the stories that I have heard of the Amitabha Buddha, 
or the Sakyamuni or the stories that have been told of 
Guru Rinpoche. There is great karma here, great siddhi 
here, and great blessings abound, for the emanations that 
arise here, from this image, are still in existence. Look at 
the aspect of the painting. It is out here in the open, 
within these boulders, and has never been damaged by 
the rains or the climate of this valley," said Brother 
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Tameng to Sangye, He is a divine spirit, no doubt, but he 
is blue in colour. That is strange. But, who are we to 
question anything that we discover in this valley?" 

The team started walking forward. The path kept curving 
through the boulders but did not seem to open up above. 
There were boulders above the path, and it was obvious 
that daylight never entered the space here. Sangye lit a 
torch, made of branches and twigs, and kept swinging it 
back and forth in a curious manner. Each time he swung 
it in front of him, it would flare up, and each time he 
took it behind him, it would die down. There was a 
definite current of air up ahead. 
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